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where in the world. The poet's feeling for life had deepened;
layers of the subconscious self were touched which were no
longer susceptible of verbal interpretation. The writing of
poetry was frequently interrupted ; and the interruption took
the shape of apparently meaningless scrolls. These latter
took the shape of some of the most curious patterns of
graphic art known to history. The poet was a magnificent
calligraphist, and it was his calligraphy left to roam by itself
which projected a series of graphic forms and images. It
looked as if the consciousness was tapped at a level which
had not been probed before. A galaxy of forms was produced,
remarkable for their dynamic quality and haunting power,
but anonymous and indescribable. The frontiers between
literature and painting had, as it were, merged into a common
territory, almost similar to the feeling one has in listening to
some great music. Silence is indeed sometimes more profound
than speech, and it is for this that the Chinese writers on art
had remarked long ago as to the significance of empty space.
It is astonishing how completely and absolutely great art
discards mere embellishment. Perhaps for this very reason
the monochrome pottery and porcelains of the Tang and the
Sung periods, and the great masterpieces of Chinese painting
are so impressive and significant. Beauty is inherent in
Truth, but Truth is elusive and difficult to seize simply
because the human mind is but a * dealer in possibilities ' and
has not got the omniscience of an infinite Consciousness.
The mind has to seize the possibilities of the infinite, not
as results or variations of forms of a latent Truth, but
as constructions or creations, figments of its own boundless
imagination. Is it because of this that the Indian texts
enjoined the craftsman to purify himself in body and in mind
before taking to the task of making an image of the Divinity ?
For the aim was nothing less than breathing the divine
spark into inert and formless matter. The modern mind has
no use for this ancient recipe, for it prefers to rely upon
its own matchless powers of thought and imagination.
And yet in the last analysis the whole world of our aesthetic
experiences must be based upon certain values which cannot
be dissociated from the moving stream of life. Indian writers
on Rhetoric grappled for centuries with the problem of what